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Most of them are married, and have children of
about the same age as my son. My friends and I
get together and talk over old times, which seem to
us so vivid that, at moments, when we are suddenly
interrupted by one of our offsprings asking : " But
who is So and So ? " we answer, without thinking:
" Don't be so silly, you remember quite well,"
forgetting for the instant that they were then neither
born nor thought of ! And now one or two are already
married, others are working for a career, and some
have been out to the war in Abyssinia last year.
Manolo Borromeo, the son of my very dear friend,
Orietta Doria Borromeo, used to write to me most
interesting letters whilst he was there during the
campaign, telling me also about a small motherless
camel which he had adopted after one of the attacks,
and that he had really hated leaving it. When I
saw him in Rome the other day, he talked to me a
lot about Abyssinia and its possibilities for cultiva-
tion and the wonderful way the campaign was
organised with every forethought for the comfort of
the troops.
At the moment everyone in Italy is, naturally,
talking very much of Africa, of its future, its present,
and its past, and all sorts of stories and incidents
are told, one of which I must repeat. Maay years
ago, a missionary priest was sent out to convert
some of the remote tribes in Central Africa. He
baptised and brought many into the Church, but
one of the chiefs had two wives, and when told he
must give up one of them on becoming a Christian,
he was somewhat upset, as he did not know which
one to choose. However, the missionary baptised
him on the condition that he would give up one of